CHAPTER VII
ONCE again the sun was shining. There are
hours, maybe they are only minutes, when sleep
spreads a thin layer over consciousness. If the con-
sciousness is unhappy we say, "I am only dreaming,
I shall wake up in a moment". If the consciousness
is happy, we are usually in the middle oi some
delicious anecdote which we feel to be fading out
like the fade-out of a film. In vain we ward off our
awakening. The garden we were walking in has dis-
appeared. What was it like? Who were those people
we knew so intimately? Why were we not surprised
when a cat turned into some intimate friend? What
was it that he was about to say? "Oh, please let him
go on, he was just saying, 'My darling . . .' "
Lisa woke up. The puckishness of Godsl Did the
folly of human beings excuse them? Did the
Almighty keep a private jester or was He His own
jester? How could He bear us at all if He didn't
make fun of us?
He has made flowers and trees, running water and
clouds to satisfy His sense of beauty. He has made
people to satisfy His sense of drama and His sense of
fun. Hasn't He, in a moment of supreme generosity,
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